1850-1860

remember some remarkable men of the 'fifties and
'sixties.

Two well-known characters in Florence during my
early childhood were a Major Gregory and Charles
Lever. The former was a Waterloo dragoon who
honestly believed that frogs formed the staple food in
France, and never opened his mouth without damning
all Frenchmen. Lever, on the other hand, was some-
what in advance of his time, a cheery Irishman and a
charming companion.

Gregory bred bull terriers, Lever Persian cats. It
was notorious that there was as little love lost between
the dragoon and the author as there was between the
dogs and the cats. When Gregory died, Lever, who
was a kind-hearted man, attended the funeral. The
Parson, a bit of an ass, went up to him and said: " I
cannot but express surprise at your being here." Lever
snapped back at him, "Why the devil shouldn't I be
here? He would have been precious glad to have
come to mine."

On one occasion I was riding on my pony between
my father and Lever when the latter's horse shied at
some linen hanging up to dry. Lever broke off his con-
versation, looked at his horse and said, "What! been
all these years in Italy and shy at a dirty shirt. Have
you shying at a thief next! " My father used to say
that he never met Lever (and he saw him constantly)
without hearing a "good story," and that he never heard
Lever tell the same story twice.

A strange mortal who lived in Florence at that time
was St. John, who was what the "Penny Dreadfuls"
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